SUNDAY MORNINGS

That sympathy is at the root also of The Village
Wife's Lament, one of the most vivid and poignant
of all his writings, a poem of the war. And it is
present also in many of his essays. These
essays collected in Wiltshire Essays, In a Green
Shade, and other volumes, are excelled for variety
and vigour by none of our own time.

One never knew what was coming next. It
might have been an essay about rooks in winter,
or hedgehogs, or agricultural wages, or Mr.
Bridges, or Castiglione, or Count d'Orsay or
Hesiod. He was very catholic; as he loved
all four seasons, so he had an equal affection in
literature for primitive force and civilised polish.
He had not what, writing of Hazlitt, he called
" that bad symptom of the violent lover, that he
could only honour his love at another's expense/'

Hewlett was both a creative artist and a
scholar, a combination rare in our time. He
wore his learning as lightly as a scarf ; there was
no touch of pedantry in him, and he would have
found no pleasure in impressing people by a
display of erudition; he learned because life
interested him, and he could not help learning.
It is not generally realised that his early novels
have an immense background of reading behind
them. The Forest Lovers did not come out of a
mere casual knowledge of Malory, Froissart and
Burne-Jones's pictures. Some years ago he sold
most of his medieval books; but he had possessed
and intimately knew almost every old French or
English chronicle which ever found its way into
print. I believe he taught himself Greek when h^
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